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That

He

‘mouru,’ that's not the

yvoung ladeez, codfish

wish?—Don

By HENRY S. WHITEHEAD.
His legs are bowed, his back
“ou'd never guess that his descent
sion bells, A
And raled the world from caravels.
This Don Quixote, flicking specks
“An ‘s’ dropped out—the circum-
same,
My name in full you

Romance languages
HE younger ones say he's a
Prune,
is bent,
His bald spot makes a demilune;
Te from that Conquistador line
That hung the New World's mis-
conquered leagues of stormy
brine’
rings his change on tortured
verbs
Of chalk from clothes that smell of
herbs—
flex.
‘Mort,” not
‘Mourus,’
are—
Jaime
Valdez ¥ Cunha Salazar!”

From weel to week his grind goes
on,
This noble grandson of The Cid;
It's years since he's seen Barcelon'—
The teachers call him *katydid"—
He takes a little walk each day
With gloves and stick, in sun or
rain, ,
From time to time they hear him
say
Some day he's going back to Spain!

A Yazth Who Felt
He Was a Grown-up

THE HARP OF LIFE. By J. Hartley |
Manners. George H. Dornn Company.

R. MANNERE'S three act play
M justifies itself as a literary,
or “closet” drama as well as
it has demonstrated its effectiveness
on the actual stage. It reads well;
which is more thar can be sald of a
grent many fairly playable dramas.
Its theme is the very ancient one
of the conflict between a mother and
a4 predatory lady for the possession of
A young man's love, but it is thor-
oughly modern In setting and in con-
ception. The presentation of the nine-
teen-year-old youth, who Iimagines
himself much older than he is s espe-
cially accurate. The mother, also, is
a keenly analyzed psychological study,
adequately given ‘5: terms of action.
However, the o is the cen-
tral figure, dramatically—and one's in-
terest and sympathy really remain
with her, even asilde from her herolc
sacrifice—but here one is not quite
#0 sure of the accuracy of Mr. Man-
ners's psychology at all points. But
she is a striking figure, a genuine
“ereation” in individuality.

W. L. George, author of "Ursula
Trent,” will arrive in America Decem-
ber 28 on the Olymple. It may be as-
sumed that this tour.will ba a honey-
moen trip for the Englich author
femninist,

George Kibbe Turner's “White
Shoulders” (Knopf) Is to be produced
on the screen by Katharine MacDon-
ald.

E don't suppose anybody will
read the papers tovday any-

; v way. We suspect that you

will all be too busy erecting railroad
terminals and trying to find out why
the mechanical girnffe doesn't stretch
“his neck when you wind him up.
However, some of you may pick up
one of the books .on the Christmas
table and wonder why on carth it was
chosen for you. We can't tell you
why, but we <an tell you how.

Scere—Any book store.

Time—Yesterday,

There Is no need for us’to write the
dialogue,. You know yourself what
happened there just as well as we do.
Like as not you were there yourself,
having decided a little while before
‘that you simply must get Aunt Me-
hitabel something, and that “a book
always makes a good present.” Bo
you shouldered in, and if you are one
of those folk who are thrice accursed
at Christmas time because they strive
to make each gift “appropriate” to the
last shade and intonation you fever-
Ishly thumbed many leaves and read
the blurbs on countless book covers:

And If you are one of the others to
whom a gift is a package done up in
flimsy white paper with a red ribbhon
around it, in that case you probably
put your trust in the book clerk and
offered him this slender reed to lean
upon: “I want a book for an elderly
aunt who s terribly fond of reading”
with the result we hinted at in our
first paragraph.

L - -

But we are ready to admit, if
pressed hard enough, that Christmas
sometimes brings the book one wants
most. Last. year, we remember, we
were given Wells's “Outline,” and that
was & royal gift. Perhaps you are so
fortunate as to find among the neck-
ties and handkerchiefs this morniig
Hendrik van Loon's “The Story of
Mankind.™

book we looked at every picture in
it before we rend a word of text, with
the exception of the paragraph or two
under a drawing of a mountain and
a hird with which the story opens:

¢'High up In the north, in the land
called Svithjod, there stands a rock.
It I= a hundred miles high and a hun-
dred miles wide. Once every thou-
sand years a little bird comes to this
rock to sharpen Its beal.

“When the rock has thus been worn
away, then a single day of eternity
will have gone by."

We were halted by a drawing in-
tended to illustrate the soelal struc-
ture of the Greek city state. Through
the center of the picture is drawn a
horizontal line.  Above It are shown
the Greek freemen who gave us the
Greek civilization, walking about in
the sunshine, discussing philosophy,

When we first opened Van Loon's|

In Which We Discuss the Hazardous Chooshg\
of Books at Christmas, and Make an Ar}-
nouncement Concerning a Distant Cousin

of Penrod in Harlem.
By DONALD ADAMS.

‘a notlon that the whole world stood

making speeches, listening to the
latest tragedy.

Under the line, in semi-darkness,
are the slaves, supporting the figures
above. A child who sees that picture,
ur an older person, for that matter, is
sure to remember always-the condi-
tion it points out.

?a text has the same vivid guality.
Take his presentation of Jesus Christ,
With the space at his disposal Mr. van
L.oon chose an admirable method. He
has a chapter consisting of two let-
ters, one written by ASsculapius, the
Roman physician, to a nephew with
the army in Syria, asking him to find
out something about “the strange Jew-
tsh prophet,” and another In which
the nephew replies.

China Didn’t Hear it.
B turned to the chapter on
“The American Revolution,”
- wondering if we would find
there any rough handling of the Polly-
anna conceptlons of the winnlg of
independence with which school books
misinform each new generation of

children.

And we did. The chlld‘ who is study-
ing American historysle likely to galn

round with bated breath while we
fought the Revolution. That is one
bubble Mr. van Loon punctures, though
he puts in place of it a pleture which
the school book, histories rarely glve.

“Accordisg to the poet” he says,
“the shot which opened the battle of
Lexington was ‘heard ‘round the
world.” That was a bit of an exag-
geration. The Chinese and the Japa-
nese and the Russians (not to speak
of the Australlans, who had just been
rediscovered by Capt. Cook, whofn they
had killed for his trouble), never heard
of it at all. But it carried across the
Atlantic Ocean. It landed in the pow-
der house of European discontent and
in France it cnused an explosion which
rocked the entire Continent from Pet-
rograd to Madrid and buried the rep-
resentatives of the old statecraft and
the old diplomacy under several tons
of democratic bricks.”

- - -

‘The Gang.’' : 4
ENROD, and the average small
P town youngster, not to mention
the countiry boy, live for us in

many books, But until we read “The
Gang" (Henry Holt), by Joseph An-
thony, we had never encountered, in
recognizable form, the life of the aver-

age New York kid who plays in the
street, and belonge to the gang on his
block. | [

Mr. Anthony's book opens up virgin |
territory, and does it well. His kids |
are Harlem kids, and thelr gang s/

——

_Celt Dominates Latin in French Genius

L’dma Celtique on le Genie de la France
& ftravers les Siecles. Par Edovard

Scharé, Paris: Perrin et Clo.
I cannot brag of a renalssance,
The word s In everybody's
mouth, The tendency seems to be
toward the classic. In the Autumn
Salon there was more than one
“fanve” (a name we have for the ex-
aggerated type) that managed to
make the enp of the academlc Eeole
des Beaus Arts cover the uncombed
hair of revelt. .
After the pause of the armistice, a
moment of apathy such as always fol-
lows the excitement of war, there was
a revival also of the occult. Its Inter-
preters have nefer won as many fol-
lowars in France as in America. But
in his new book M. SBchuré, the au-
thor of that admired earlier work,
“Grands Initits,” declares that “the
gclence of the occult gives the key not
only to the past but also to the fu-
ture.” To this author the war was a

T'S a poor cause nowadays -that

vears by force of arms and a thou-
sand years by faith.”

A living foundation, this faith pene-
trated the very soll of France. And
from time to time, eracking the Roman
crust, it breaks forth In great person=
alitles, great soldlers, poets or phlloso-
phers, ]

Chivalry and the Round Table ro-
mances (nspired the Gallic and Breton
legends; the Renalssance added an Im-
petus toward Greece rather than Rome.
Indeed the very word “"Romanticism™
gives a false impression. The Neo-
Ceitle revival of the moment |8 not a
mere result of archeological eurlosity
but "an impulse toward psychie resto-
ration and natiopal synthesis” by
which the young writers of France are
seeking light and power, .

M. Schuré reinforces the exposition
of his thesls with a pdetic allegory,
“The Avatars and the Druldess.” In the
manner of Balzac's “Seraphita.” Gwin-
fea, the Celtle sybll, recounts her ex-
istence after falling from heaven with
Lucifer—did you know that Luclfer
took a lady with him on that famous
Aescent? It seems that she went
through successive reincarnationa,
*hus becoming acquainted with all the
~aligions of mankind, even to Chris-

lightning flash of revelation. In Its
glare he pelzed the meaning of all the
histary of France,

"In the beginning was the Word and
the Word was God™ In the beginning |
of France was the Celtle soul, and the
Celtle soul is the essentlal princiole
of French belng: ‘“‘Unconquerable |
genlus of expansion, of omhualum|
and of symputhy; esthetle, moral, re- |
ligious, philosophic and soctal aspirn- |
tlon toward the herclc and a free ipdl- |
viduality”"—thus he defines it. /And |
he goes on to discriminate between |
Celtlc and Latin elements, declaring
that for 2,000 years thers has been a |
“strife unceasing” between these two
in France.

The Latin =pirit 1a “the sovereign
goenius of discipline and of, erganiza~
tion, but also of narrowness and mutf-
lation as well." This lorded It over
the Celts for a time, but their anclent
flame was rekindled in Irsland and In
the west of England and In Brittany.
As Michelet sald, “they reslsted 500

FB ook Exchange

HIGHEST CASH PRICES PAID FOR
completo Iibraries and small lots of bonks
BEncyclopmdia Britanniea, 11 sditlen, Book
of Knowlodge and wets of standard authors |

articulnrly wanted., Oalle_made anywhare.
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WHE Curtlandt,

|was a Breton.

| #ianity, In which she lost herself, a

final sacrifice,

The epilogue is a dream of the au-
thor's. Luclfer and Gwinfea, borne by
‘wo swift stars,
of Divine Remembrance for a strange
communion rite, rising at last In a
spiral flight of luminoua souls toward
the sun—"the torch of Lueclifer unto the
star of Christ,” A symbol, doubtless,
of the mission of France, daushter of
the Celta and heir of anclent clviliza-
tions, guide of the peoples through her
own disclplines, her transformations,
her wanderings and her sorrows, to-
ward a nobler Ideal.

But however seductive thie view and
however true some of M. Bchurf's
worde, we are bound te protest that
although the Celtio spirit seemed to
have an influence upon the Middle
Ages, it had little place In the Renals-
sance, which began In Italy with a
group of refugees, Byszantine Helle-
niste driven from homs by the Turks.
The movement penectrated France In
the train of wangering warriors.

As for Romanticism, which M. Schurs
calls the working of Caltic yeast In
French bread, it is true Chateaubriand
But before Chateau-
hriand came André Chenler—Greek on
his mother's side—the German Goeths
and the mighty Shakespeare, who was
neither Irish nor Gallle but thoroughly
English. Mbareover, those fathers of
the Revolution, the encyalopedists, ar-
gued for cold reason, to which Brit-
cany effered a despordte resistiauce.

enter the tembple

Timon le Magnifique. Par Max Dair-
eanr, Paris: Albin Aichel

HIS witty young author gives
I us a lght and finely expressed
satire of the time before the

war. His theme is the idle and use-
less world of intellectual
which {8 forever turning somer- |

saults without making any real change
in its character. |

Mr. Dalreaux’'s hero is a peaceably
minded bourgeois type who has let|
himself be earried off by a band of
“friends” who pose as acsthetes, for |
ever sceking something new and
strange. They separate him from the
sweetheart who loved him tenderly.
True love is so old fashioned!

He goes in for eport, then for imi-
tation of the antique. Finally he dis-
covers “Polymorphism.” This mar-
velous invention consists in represent-
Ing all sides of an object at once! His
little world took him seriously, he was
n creator!

It Is a neatly written satire on pre-
tenders of the artistic stripe. M. Dal-
reaux plerces them with delicate

strokes. We laugh with him at a
fashionable “conferencler” who talks
like this:

“Art |s not a mere servile copy, It
is an evocation. Only the essential
elements are present. Therefore
wh we paint the right cye of a
model It Is superfluous to represent
the left eye. . . . On the other hand,
when a man descends a staircase we
seo him simultaneously on every step,
traversed In a tenth of m second. We
ought then to pailnt him In the suec-
cesslve positions, surrounded by a
chans of vislons which hnunt him and
sentiments which agitate him. Thus
wo Introduce the continuous Into the
discontinuous, That 18 art!™

That {8 no exaggeration. We have
heard phrases quite as absurd at ex-
hibitions and gone out into the fresh
air wondering if the folly of the so-
called artlsts who conceived such
thing=s had welght enough to keep it
hanging on the wall—or If we must
run to escape Its pursuit,

The gayety of the satire diminishes
to a qulet tenderness when poor Timon
finda again his lost friend. 8he plo-
tures a happler future, far from Paris,
where, In a little house lost among the
troes, he shall read to her upon the
terrace, while she silently makes the
embroidery he loves better than all the
new art in *he world!

Max Dalreaux probably had no plan
to foster & classio renaissance. He
simply tells an amusing story which
has nothing to do with IPrance's high
destiny. It offers a diverting foll to
the serious work of M. Scheura.

PANAMIE

and they carry the battle into the read-

snobbery, | :

known as the “Twennys"—they live
on 120th street, The Park Avenues,
led by Red McCarthy, are dreaded
enemies, and there 1% a spirited chap-
ter dealing with an ashcan cover fight
between the two.

The streeta have developed an
elaborate diplomatic code and a set of
gang ethlcs which Mr. Anthony malkes
uge of with a full sense of their
humor. When ong member of the
gang is no longer on speaking terms
with another he scorns to communi-
cate directly, and sends insulting mes-
sages through a smaller boy, using the
third person: “He says tell'm—"

Hurold Diamond, with whom “The
Gang"” has chiefly to do, has such a
rupture with “Bandy" tenstein,

ing class in grammar school. BEach
has a part in “Julius Cesar" to read,
and they preface each speech in the
Brutus-Casgius gquarrel scene with
“tell'm." -

“Tell 'im I had rathey be a dog and

Are We Savages?

T is our opinion ¢hat the Christ-
mas season 18 & poor time Iin
which to bring out a book which

makes-a plea for vegetarianism. It's
a great deal easler to think of sub-
sisting on green stuff during the sum-
mer, and we are afrald that the ideas
set forth in Henry 8. Salt's “Seventy
Years Among Savages" (Seltzer) will
fall upon rocky soil. [

Mr. Balt, who {s an En#glishman, be-
Heves his countrymen will not be able
to call themsslves clvilized until they
have lost thelr fondness for beef and
mutton,’ and that they are no better
than savages as long as they continue
to ride to hounds after Reynard.

We had always thought that Izaak
Walton, who was a linendraper when
2 wasn't fishing, was one of the

ntlest souls that ever handled a
yardstick or cast a fly, but we find to
our dismay that Mr. Salt gonsiders
him a Hun!

bay the moon,
Than such a Roman!"

John Galsworthy, We remember,
once wrote a plece called the “Reverie

3f a Sportsman,” in v ch the sperts-
man tells of falling asleep while bird
shooting on the moors and of being
confronted in his dreams by all the
animals he had ever killed, but we are
sure Galsworthy has never rebuked
the fisherman,

If Mr, Salt's way of 1ife should ever
come to be that of all of us, we sup-
pose that Christmas dinners will have
to be supplemented by reading one
of those pages from Dickens—you
know the pages we mean, and the
fragrant steaming aroma that rises
from them. We detect a slight mols-
tening of our tongue already.

Picture in your mind for a moment
a story that might be called “The
Vegetarian's Christmas.” There's
something melancholy about that
title. It connects in our mind, quite
absurdly, with *“The Grammarian's
Funeral,” TFor the life of us we can-
not see a ruddy, smiling face in that
picture,. We have a sense of some-
thing dank and dragegly, like seaweed,
No, Mr. Salt, not yet, not yet. Mavbe
we are barbaric, but we like to be
cheerful.

——

Jobs Are Scarce in England

FULL UP AND FED UP,—By Whiting
Willilams. Charles Seribner's Sons.
B ployee it is certainly the
more dificult to ascertain the

viewpoint of the latter. One reason
Is that the employer is better able
generally to get publicity, either
through advertising or the news col-
umns. A public statement by Judge
Gary, for instance, is usually first
page copy and commented upon edi-
torially, which is not true of the
opinions of a furnace man at one of
his mills. But this is by no means
the greatest obstacle. Granted that
one wished to find out what i= on the
worker's mind, how can it be done?
This worker I8 too suspicious of
strangers to disclose his real feelings;
that one is a foreman's favorite; a
third has been won over bye.the exe

ETWEEN employer and em-

Fraser’s Designs
Glorify Old Play

THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. Written by

Mr. Gay. To which ia Prefixed the
Musie to Eac Song. Doubleday,
Page & Co. }\

OHN GAY had his share of appre-
ciation in his own day, and now
he is read at least In the eight-

eenth century literature courses. The
text in this editlon is taken from that
af 1765,

But the emphasis here is that of
other arts than poetry. For those who
were lucky enough to see the recent
revival in London ar New York, text,
pletures and music In this fAnely ex-
weuted volume will eall up the spectacle
thown in the theatre, the motion and
voices of the living actors,

In one nspect the book is a me-

Ilustration for ‘“Beggars
Opera,” Drawn by Claude
Lovat Fraser.

morial to Claude Lovat Fraser, the
young artist who died this year as a
result of an operatipn for shell shock,
John Drinkwater declares |n his in-
troduction, “One iz confident that a
hundred years hence his name will be
highly honored among the little band
who helped to bring back some life and
truth to the English theatre of this
age.” {

Fraser left a note on the scenety
and costumes for “The Beggar's Op-
cra,” reproduced as llMustrations of
this beautiful volume. He designed an
elaborate set which could not be used
and then with cheerful courage began
all over.

“The solution,” he wrote, “wns, of
course, to forget one's past work—te
serap the models and to start fever-
Ishly afresh. The only method left un~
tried was the symbolic. That ia to say,
to hint at the clghteenth century and
to suggest that through the doors omn
the stage existed the London of 1728."

Not all the beauty of Grant Over-
ton's "The Answercr” fs limited to
Whitman's life and love ventures. No!
Here s n paragraph In which Mme,
Mourus describes a fow Amerlcan
cities, boginning with New York:

“How I should disliite that clty!™
Aesclared Mme. Flourus. “What s the
Yankeo proverb? yea! |t {s a haystack
and all of the Inhabltants are needles.
Paris Is quicksllver, always running
together and spliling apart, Charles-
ton 18 n rich cake In careful layers.
Richmond is like a palr of embrold-
ored, easy old slippers. How I loved
Richmond' But then. perhaps, It was
mostly Msieu’ lSdgar Poa

treme radicals.
should at last ind a workman who is
fearless, independent and unbiased,
is there the possibility that he might
also be really articulate?
# A satisfactory solution to the prob-
lem is to be found in much sampling
and subsequent sifting. Add to this
a warm sympathy for his fellow
earthlings and a wide open mind on
the part of the investigator and pne
can see why Mr. Willlams's books are
both’' extremely Interesting and valu-
able. In 1919 Mr. Willlams spent
some months with American labor, in-
ootporating his reports and reflec-
tions in a wvolume entitled “What's
On the Worker's Mind” He found
four factors at the bottom of our
labor problems:
L"t. The huge importance to the
orking man—and that means to all
of us—of that prayer of the indus-

trial era: 'Give us this day our dally
Jjob!*
“2. The importance of the part

played by our bodies,
of their effort to adapt

as the resull
themselves to

imposed by the job. Especially the
power for industrial and civie ewvll
possessed and wielded by those un-
heavenly twins of ‘tiredness and
temper'—the TNT that causes so
many explosions In the trenches of
both the family and the factory life.

"3, The importance of the mental
condition of the man on the job—
the threut of widespread evil to be
found In the huge wvolume of mis-
understanding between modern em-
ployer and modern employee.

“4. The vital importance of what
can be called the spiritual conditions
which all of us hope to find wrapped
up in our job: the deep down main-
spring of our desire to 'he somebody’
and to 'count' most of all by reason
of the thing we do—to show ourselves
men by virtue of showing ourselves
workmen."”

Ag the result of this analysis an in-
teresting question presented Itself:
Are these four factors the conse-
quence of purely American conditions
or of industrialism? Tt was in order to
find an answer to this gquestion that
the anthor put on some working togs
and fraternized with the miners and
steel workers of Great Britnin. His
stay lasted only three months—those
of July, August and September, 1620—
but, judging from the variety of view-
points obtained, they were very stren-
uous months.

“Full up!”

“These two words supply,” in the
authbr's opinion, “the key for the
understanding of modern British life.
This modern British life is lived in a
crowded country. In thls crowded
country jobs are scarce.”

Jobs—not only the more desirable
ones but even laborers' jobs--are
looked upon as a sort of properly, in-
herited by the son from the father. It
is a condition such as this that makes
posaible the followlng:

“'No, slr, yer eyen't got no office
boy, gov'ner-—not unless yer tikes me
on—ecause ‘e's Just been runned
over!''™

And this expression of feeling:
"*'"Twould seem to me the flnest kind
o' world thot ony mon could want—
to get up outa bed In the mornin’ and
know a job was witin' for ye!**™

But the words “Full up!™ 40 not
account for the entire British situa-
tlon, as the recent miners' strike [llus-
trated, unless one adds their comple-
ment “Fed up!" Housing shortage,
poor living and working econditions,
profiteering, Increased cost of lving,
but, most of all, the war with its strain
and its unfulfilled promise of a better
world—all contribute to this “tiredness
and temper™ of labor. Britain, then, is
“Full up!” and ts workmen are “Fed
up!"

The wviewpolnt of the British em-
ployer s Interesting because of Its
contrast with that of the American
employer. Mr. Willlams quotes “the
leader of one of the most conservative
organized groups of employers in the
conntry” as saying: “We want more
power—not less—for the uniom heads.
Then we can work out togethur the
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A new edition of this “most dramatic
appeal for Universal Peace” by

Katrina Trask

\ Auther of
“THE CONQUERING ARMY,"

v ine® withy veat TUbeabect e

osuntry.

some o O chrth pence. U Cnicago
$1.00 net. At all bookstores.

THE MACMILLAN CO., 64-08 ¥ifth Av., N. ¥,

the conditions of working and living| 8

And suppose one best possible agreements for .he vari-

ous Industries and be sure that those
agreements will be képt without so
much troublesome preasure from the
union members who have not had the
opportunity to think the whole thing
through. It is unthinkable that
Britain should ever go back ‘o an in-
dustry In which the individual™em=
ployer competes with other employers
of the country, each fighting out with
his own workers the question of
wages, hours, conditions, &c, 3tronger
unions rather than fewer unions s
what British industry needs.' '

National interdependence Is forcibly
brought home by the author. *The
cancelled automoblle orders from
Great Britain,” he says, “brought the
first 'lay-offs' for-Amerlca's workers
in Detroit and Cleveland in the fall of
1920. ‘Those cancellations followed
directly upon the lowered value of the
pound sterfing. This if turn was one
direct result of the unhappiness of
my miner friends in South K Wales,
Every country is now on thg watch

inst the admittance of t&: Bol-

evist agitator. But he does harm
vnless he finds an audience among
great groups of listeners who are
‘fair oon 'appy, as in the Rhondda
mining town. The roof of Great Brit-
aln ecannot suffer the cracks and
strains produced by those revolution-
ary songs of my miner friends on ‘the
bottom' without threatening the jobs
of American workers. And nothing
threatens the normal current of men's
thinking and convictions so much as
the threatening of their jobs. No one
knows at this moment how many
months of unemployment in Amerlea
will be required hefore milllons of men
may get Into that game dangerous
‘fed up’ mood. In every part of the
world the workers here must have
consumers there. For ourselves it Is
sald that our productive capacities,
increased as they have been by the
war, canmot be fully occupled unless
fully 20 per cent. of our output Is ex-
ported. ‘'Britlsh Strike's End Helps
Cotton Here. Final Prices Show Gain
of 19-31 Polnts,’ according to a Wall
Btreet headline of June 29."

It would be desirable, as Mr. Will-
iams intimates, to find out the feslings
of the workers of some continental
country. Germany would undoubtedly
be a fruitful field for an Impartial in-
vestigator, as well as Italy, France
and Spain, in the order mentioned. If
Mr. Willlams could bring back as vivid
and detailed an account of the labor
situation in_any or all of these coun-
tries as he has given in the present
volume it would be indeed worth while,

AARON WYN.
——

Mr. Horace Liveright, president of
Boni & Liveright, sailed for London
on Tuesday, December 13. Among
other misslons of more or less im-
portance, {8 his desire to nquire of
Miss Rofe Macauley, author of “Dan-
gerous Ages” and “Pctterism,” whether
or not she conslders kis age dangerous.
He s seriourly coosidering the ad-
visability of helng psychoanalymed by
her. Another of his missions is the
gathering of materiul for an English
diary llke Clare Sheridan's American
one,

Tlustrated Classics
For Young Readers

LOUIS RHEAD ILLUSTRATED EDI-
TIONS: Lamb's Talew from Shake-
speare; Grimm's Falry Tules: Arablan
Nights; Gulliver; Huans Andersen;
Robin Hood; Robinson Crusoe; Swiss
Family  Robinson: Kidnapped: Tom
Brown's School Days. (Relssued.)
Harper & Brathers. £

HIS is the kind of books tha*
I should never be allowed to go
out of print. Children are sure
to read them in some rorm or other,
And If these beautiful volumes are
put in their hands, along with the
story, they will get impressions from
the proportions of the type page and
from the pictures that will help to
create standards. Everything abou.
the series Js admirable—paper, color
printing and type, as well as fore-
words, where there are any,
_In his introduction to “S8wiss Family
Robinson," Howells remarks that if it
had not been for De Foe this tale

“What puts this book before the
greater book that went before It is the
author's art of telling something f(resh
on every page, or, rather, freshly pre-
8 & something. For him no day
pasSes without its difficulty overcome,
its danger escaped, its adventure hap-
plly ended. . . . Almost every wild
animal that can be tamed or that
ought to be killed {8 found in it; that
every beantiful or eatable or compan-
fonable bird nests there; that every
strange or familiar fruit and vegetable
grows on the trees or above or under
the ground. . . . The father leads
the hoys in thelr adventures and en-
terprises; the mother welcomes them
home and spreads the table with rich
and wholesome abundance. For the
honest-hearted, home-loving boy, it is
ke being under his own roof, with a
boundlegs range of field, forest and sen,
and every harmless delight of them.”

The popularity of A. 8. M Hutchin-
son's new mnovel, “Tf Winter Comes,”
now in its seventeenth printing (1s:d
thousand), has so stimulated interest
in this English author's earller novels
that his American publishers have
been compelled to reprint twiece his
first book of fiction, “Once Aboard the
Lugger,” originally published in 1908,
and also “The Happy Warrior,"
brought out in 1812 They have also
just reprinted “The Clean Heart," [s-
sued In 1914, .

New Year
Gifts

BOOKS
are always accept-

™ able, suitable for
every occasion,

affording lasting en-
joyment to the recip-
ient, young and old.
Obtainable at prices
to suit every ageand
taste and purse.

Brentano’s

Booksellers 6o the World
Fifth Ave., New York

Green Apple
Harvest

By SHEILA KAYE SMITH
The Tribune—
“We repegt our belief that Sheila
Kaye Smith is the dominant figure
among the women novelists of
England of to-day.” »
$2.00. At any bookshop er from
E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Av, N.Y.

THE NOVELS OF

A.5.M. HUTCHINSON

“Hutchinson has written four novels and
I heartily recommend them all.”
—William Lyon Phelps, in the New York Times.

IF WINTER COMES.

of
of
T'ranseript.

ONCE ABOARD THE LUGGER—

The great novel of the year. “No review, no amount®
gmment or praise can reveal the warm humanity
is story.”—Edwin Frameis Edgett m The Boston

Tenth Printing

“One of the merriest hooks ever written.”"—Heywood
Broun in The New York World.

THE HAPPY WARRIOR.

Shirteonth Priniing .

“Shows the touch of a
Times.
THE CLEAN HEART.

"

paaster hand.”—The New York

\
Fourth Printing

humor and human nature

Power and strength and
are here.””—The New York Evening Sun.
If your Christmas Gifts include
st T o B E
Uniform Edition. $2.00 each at all Booksellers
LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Publishers, BOSTON

two or

might not have been written, But he
adds: :

e s——




